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Freedom from thy life-long fetters, guerdon from the
Lord of Spain.'
Then from out the prisoner's eye there flashed a sudden
gleam of flame,
And a light of secret triumph o'er his clouded visage
came.
Thinking of his Cymric homestead and the fair years
that were gone,
And his glory who should save her from the thraldom of
the Don.
CI will save your ship,5 he answered; 'trust me wholly,
have no fear:
Pack the soldiers under hatches; leave the main deck
free and clear.9
Doubting much the Don consented; only, lest the slaves
should rise,
By each oarsman sat a soldier, watching him with jealous
eyes.
Little knew he of the cunning, secret signs, and watch-
words born
Of long years of cruel fetters, stripes and hunger, spite
and scorn.
Little thought he every prisoner as in misery he sate
Hid a dagger in his waistband, waiting for the call of Fate.
David Gwyn, the valiant seaman, long time battled with
the main,
Till the furious storm-wind slackened and the ship was
safe again.
Sudden then he gave the signal, raised his arm and bared
his head.